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When Everything Is Funny 


On the subway with a playful mind and should he ask? 
Oh why not? It's innocent. 

She goes ballistic, hair spiking, face a twisting 
horrorshow. He couldn't have guessed she was insane; had picked 
her, in fact, as the most normal one, her primness. 

“Sorry, but it's really no big deal!"--moving further away. 
Rumor sweeps; he speeds. 

-grabbed that woman by the tit 
-hadda be worse than that, just look at her! 
-'tween her legs, said filthy, disgusting things! 

What are you doing? What kind of pig are you?-- 
pummeller, black, intervening. I'm sick to death of us getting 
blamed for this kind of shit all the time. 


-to death 


-to death 
-to death 
(with each blow) 
Lilla Darra-Rhoden had just an hour ago flung her swarthy 


male instructor all over the mat while shrieking empowerment 


mottos...but then Costanza Wong had hissed 


-Grab and twist my testicles with both hands! 

-Huh, I knew it! Why YOU'RE even afraid to SAY testicles! 

-Might as well society keep giving YOU wall job. (Sneer.) 

Here's the wall job for YOU! And I'M the wall, pervert, 
she 
does say now, karate chopping. The pummelling black and she 
nod, 
as if to say no time for proper introductions. 

Please. There's some mistake. All I really said to her 
was... 

Reggie the transvestite is prompted to join the dialog 
(sold 
Mary Kay Cosmetics): 

-Bash a gay and now you pay! 

But it was a lady and I didn't touch her and she 
misunderstood or something. That's all. Stop! Please! All of 
you. Terrible misunderstanding. Now listen! Please just 
listen to me! 

-bash a gay becomes gash a bay in latter services 
-also ball job 
-seth (sick to death) 


Giddy within such linguistic faults, this three, but blows 


never slacken. 


-Hey. Wait a little minute. Don't kill him. 
...Soft voice impossible to attribute gender to 


WHY NOT? WHY NOT KILL HIM? WHY NOT KEEP HIM FROM 
HUMILIATING OTHER WOMEN? 

OR men even! this new person snaps, squeezing a fist 
through the fury. But let's hurry. I gotta get off next stop. 
I'm a rabbi and taking grad work. 


-rimless spectacles--kind eyes, gray 


Please. You. Man of God! 
-Hey! and don't I get sick of that old tune! 
That lady was crazy. JI said almost nothing! 
-Yeah! Right! (chorus) 
Whereupon, they hammer in silence. (His coverup becoming 
flaccid. ) 


-mufflyness when clothing stuck 
-more melony, flesh 


These sounds prove funny too. Echo. Overlap. 
-a good time 
-for citizens 


-best, solidarity, racial and sexual 


-like the many advertisements around them 
-on the subway, NYC 


